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This was the fashion of her time.    It is not
the fashion now, I have heard.

CCCIX.

PARIS, September 2, 1868.
WHILE I was at Fontainebleau, a strange
thing happened to me. I had the idea of
writing a novel for my hostess, and did not
have the time to finish it. I finished it
here, but I had no sooner done this than I
began another novel. This recrudescence of
the malady of my youth alarms me, because
it resembles a second childhood. When I
was in the palace we read prodigious novels,
whose authors were unknown to me. It is
to imitate them that I wrote this last novel.
The scene is in Lithuania, where they talk
pure Sanscrit. A great lady of the land,
having gone to hunt, has had the misfortune
to be captured by a bear, destitute of sensi-
tiveness. She becomes insane, but gives
birth to a boy, who grows and becomes
charming, only he is inexplicably odd. He
gets married, and on the night of his wed-
ding, eats his wife raw. You, who divinenglish lace, which is much
